6s- 


JfcRAMOUNTffi 


Animals  went  into  the  Ark. 
A-Hunting  we  will  go. 

Are  you  sleeping  ? 

Auld  Robin  Gray. 

Ash  Grove. 

Anchor’s  weighed. 

Auld  Lang  Syne. 

Arise  Britons,  arise. 

Bonnie  wee  window. 

Buy  a broom. 

Gome  into  the  garden,  Maud 
Come  lassies  and  lads. 
Caller  Herrin’. 

Death  of  Nelson. 

Drink  to  me  only  with  thine 
eyes. 

Down  among  the  dead  men. 
Down  in  the  cane  brake. 

Eileen  O’Grady. 

For  he’s  a jolly  good  fellow. 
Guid  New  Year.  • 

Gipsy’s  warning. 

God  Save  the  Queen 
God  be  with  you  till  we  meet 
again. 

Hard  times,  come  again  no 

more. 

Here '8  to  the  maiden  of 
bashful  fifteen. 

Here’s  a health  unto  His 
Majesty. 

Hundred  Pipers. 

I am  a Friar  of  orders  grey. 
In  sheltered  vale. 

I cannot  sing  the  old  songs. 
I’m  going  to  leave  old  Dixie. 
I’m  going  back  to  Dixie. 
Irish  Emigrant. 

Jessie’s  dream. 

Jingle  bells. 

Keel  row. 

Kingdom  coming. 

Landlord,  fill  the  flowing 
bowl. 

Laird  o’  Cockpen. 

Lass  of  Richmond  Hill. 


Marguerite. 

Mush  mush. 

Michael  Roy. 

My  love  is  like  a red.  red 
rose. 

My  pretty  Jane. 

Nancy  Till. 

Noah’s  Ark. 

Nameless  Lassie. 

Oh,  dem  golden  slippers. 
Old  King  Cole. 

O why  left  I my  hame  ? 

Polly  Wolly  Doodle. 

Poco’s  daughter. 

Road  to  the  Isles. 

Roast  Beef  of  old  England. 
Rolling  home  to  Bonnie 
Scotland. 

Rose  of  Glamorgan. 

Rule,  Britannia. 

Scottish  blue  bells. 

Simon  the  cellarer. 

Solomon  Levi. 

Spanish  Cavalier. 

So  early  in  the  morning. 
See  the  conquering  hero 
comes. 

Sons  of  Bonnie  Scotland. 

Three  fishers  went  sailing. 
Teddy  O’Neale. 

Toast  Song. 

Twenty-nine  bottles. 

Vicar  of  Bray. 

Village  blacksmith. 

Wait  for  the  waggon. 

When  the  heart  is  young. 
Who’s  dat  calling  so  sweet  f 
We’d  better  bide  a wee. 
When  you  and  I were  young. 
What  shall  we  do  with  a 
drunken  sailor  ? 
Widdlcombe  Fair. 

When  the  bloom  is  on  the 
rye. 

Ye  mariners  of  England. 
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Animals  went  into  the  Ark. 
A-Huntlng  we  will  go. 

Are  you  sleeping  ? 

Auld  Robin  Gray. 

Ash  Grove. 

Anchor’s  weighed. 

Auld  Lang  Syne. 

Arise  Britons,  arise. 

Bonnie  wee  window. 

Buy  a broom. 

Come  into  the  garden,  Maud 
Come  lassies  and  lads. 
Caller  Herrin’. 

Death  of  Nelson. 

Drink  to  me  only  with  thine 
eyes. 

Down  among  the  dead  men. 
Down  in  the  cane  brake. 

Eileen  O’Grady. 

For  he ’8  a jolly  good  fellow. 
Guid  New  Year. 

Gipsy ’s  warning . 

God  Save  the  Queen 
God  be  with  you  till  we  meet 
again. 

Hard  times,  come  again  no 
more. 

Here ’s  to  the  maiden  of 
bashful  fifteen. 

Here’s  a health  unto  His 
Majesty. 

Hundred  Pipers. 

I am  a Friar  of  orders  grey. 
In  sheltered  vale. 

I cannot  sing  the  old  songs. 
I’m  going  to  leave  old  Dixie. 
I’m  going  back  to  Dixie. 
Irish  Emigrant. 

Jessie’s  dream. 

Jingle  bells. 

Keel  row. 

Kingdom  coming. 

Landlord,  fill  the  flowing 
bowl. 

Laird  o’  Cockpen. 

Lass  of  Richmond  Hill. 


Marguerite. 

Mush  mush. 

Michael  Roy. 

My  love  is  like  a red.  red 
rose. 

My  pretty  Jane. 

Nancy  TilL 
Noah’s  Ark. 

Nameless  Lassie. 

Oh,  dem  golden  slippers. 
Old  King  Cole. 

O why  left  I my  hame  f 

Polly  Wolly  Doodle. 

Poco’s  daughter. 

Road  to  the  Isles. 

Roast  Beef  of  old  England. 
Rolling  home  to  Bonnie 
Scotland. 

Rose  of  Glamorgan. 

Rule,  Britannia. 

Scottish  blue  bells. 

Simon  the  cellarer. 

Solomon  Levi. 

Spanish  Cavalier. 

So  early  in  the  morning. 
See  the  conquering  hero 
comes. 

Sons  of  Bonnie  Scotland. 
Three  fishers  went  sailing. 
Teddy  O’Neale. 

Toast  Song. 

Twenty-nine  bottles. 

Vicar  of  Bray. 

Village  blacksmith. 

Wait  for  the  waggon. 

When  the  heart  is  young. 
Who’s  dat  calling  so  sweet  ? 
We’d  better  bide  a wee. 
When  you  and  I were  young. 
What  shall  we  do  with  a 
drunken  sailor  ? 
Widdicombe  Fair. 

When  the  bloom  is  on  the 
rye. 

Ye  mariners  of  England. 
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Foreword. 


Being  aware  of  the  immense  popularity  of  the 
“ International  Song  Book,”  by  its  steadily  increasing  sales, 
we  feel  you  will  welcome  a similar  but  entirely  different 
collection  of  songs. 

Many  beautiful  National  Songs,  which  space  compelled 
us  to  omit  in  the  “ International  Song  Book,”  have  now 
been  included  and  the  two  volumes  should  merit  a place 
in  every  Music  Lover’s  private  library. 

The  same  style  of  simplicity,  and  with  the  melody 
in  the  piano  part,  has  been  adhered  to  in  this  volume, 
and  the  Ukulele  accompaniment  is  optional. 

We  thank  you  for  your  reception  of  the  “ International 
Song  Book”  and  our  other  publications,  and  we  ask  you 
now  to  recommend  this  new  book  to  your  friends. 
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2.  Till  a’  the  seas  gang  dry  my  dear 
And  the  rocks  melt  wi’  the  sun, 

And  I will  love  thee  still  my  dear, 
While  the  sands  of  Life  shall  run, 

But  fare  thee  well,  my  only  love, 

O fare  thee  well  a while  ! 

And  I will  come  agaiD,  my  love, 
Tho”twere  ten  thousand  mile, 
Tho’’twere  ten  thousand  mile  my  love, 
Tho’’twere  ten  thousand  mile  ! 

And  I will  come  again  my  love, 
Tho”twere  ten  thousand  milel 
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For  he’s  a jolly  good  fellow. 
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Key  C. 


A Hunting  we  will  go. 

F C 


F 


2 The  wife  around  her  husband  throws 
Her  arms,  and  begs  him  stay, 

My  dear  it  rains,  it  hails,  it  snows, 
My  dear  it  rains,  it  hails,  it  snows, 
You  will  not  hunt  today, 

You  will  not  hunt  today, 

But  a hunting  we  will  go  , etc. 

3 A brushing  fox  in  yonder  wood, 
Secure  to  find,  we  seek, 

For  why,  I carried  sound  and  good. 
For  why,  I carried  sound  and  good, 
A cartload  there  last  week, 

A cartload  there  last  week. 

And  a hunting  we  will  go,  etc. 


4 Away  he  goes,  he  flies  the  rout, 

Their  steeds  they  soundly  switch, 

Some  are  thrown  in,  and  some  thrown  out, 
Some  are  thrown  in,  and  some  thrown  out 
And  some  thrown  in  the  ditch, 

And  some  thrown  in  the  ditch. 

But  a hunting  we  will  go,  etc. 

5 At  length  his  strength, to  faintness  worn, 
Poor  Reynard,  ceases  flight, 

Then  hungry  homeward  we  return, 

Then  hungry  homeward  we  return, 

To  feast  away  the  night, 

To  feast  away  the  night. 

Then  a drinking  we  will  go,  etc. 
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In  :n  If  :-  :t  I 1 :s  Is  :n  Is  :f  If  :t,  I d 


weel  I ken  theyll 

gave  no  thought  to 

talk  of  Heav’n  sae 


miss  me  lad,  Gin 

self  at  all,  They 

earn  - est  - ly,  It 


I came  hame  nae 

did  but  think  on 
well  nigh  breaks  my 


grist  is  out,  the 
lad  - die,  that’s  a 
Lad  - die,  din  - na 

41  . t T 


times  are  hard,  The 
time  a - wa>  And 
urge  me  mair,  It 


kine  are  on  - ly 
mith  - er’s  like  tae 
sure  - ly  win  - na 


can-na  leave  the 

can-na  leave  the 

can  na  leave  the 


auld  folks  noo,  Wed 
auld  folks  noo  , We’d 
auld  folks  noo  , We  d 


Id  :n'  If1  :t 


r1  : d 1 In  :m  Is  :f  If  :t.  Id 


can-na  leave  the 

can-na  leave  the 

can-na  leave  the 


auld  folks  noo,  We’d 
auld  folks  noo,  We’d 
auld  folks  noo,  We’d 


bet -ter  bide 
bet -ter  bide 
bet-ter  bide 

44^ 
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A U K#  B 
Allegro. 


Key  G. 


Who’s  that  Calling. 


K 

a=C=--:-C-- 

1 1.  The 

< 2.  No 

} 3.  Ah! 

/ j,  mf 

moon  is  beaming  o’er  the 
more  he’ll  keep  de  birds 
hark!  I hear  the  distant 

spark-ling  rill 
off  de  corn 
ang-el  throng 

Who’s  that  a - 

Who’s  that  a - 

Who’s  that  a - 

f f f 

y--  -1 f V - 

call- ing,  The 

call  ing,  There’s 
call  ing,  And 

d \ ~ -J 

flowr’s  are  sleeping  on  the 
no  one  left, the  poor  old 
now  the  strain  is  com-in’ 


plain  and  hill 
Nig  to  mourn 
still  more 


Who’s  that  call  . ing  so 
Who’s  that  call  - ing  so 
Who’s  that  call  - ing  so 


sweet  ? P While  the 
sweet  ? De  way 

sweet  ? 

dfc 


There’ 


Id  .d  :t|  ,d  .t|  ,d  I 1|  .d  : s Is  ,s  : 


birds  are  resting  till  the 
was  long,  and  weary 
more  toil  and  trouble 


gold  - en  dawn 
was  de  road 
now  for  me 


Who’s  that 
Who’s  that 
Who’s  that 


call  - ing  ? 
call  - ing  ? 
call  - ing  ? 


like  the  sing- ing  of  the 
old  Jeff’s  going  to  lay 
soul  and  bod  - y will 


one  now  gone 
down  the  load 
soon  be  free 

k 


Who’s  that  call  - ing  so 
Who’s  that  call  - ing  so 
Who’s  that  call  - ing  so 


6 


2.  She  fell  in  love  with  a charcoal  man,  M9Closkey  was  his  name, 

His  fighting  weight  was  seven  stones  ten  And  he  loved  sweet  Mari  Jane; 

He  took  her  to  ride  in  his  charcoal  cart  On  a fine  St  Patrick’s  day, 

But  the  donkey  took  fright  at  a bogie  man,  And  started  and  ran  away. 

Chorus. 

3.  M'rCloskey  shouted  and  hollered  in  vain,  For  the  donkey  would’nt  stop; 

And  he  threw  Mari  Jane  right  over  his  head,  Right  into  a chandlers  shop; 
When  M^Closkey  saw  that  terrible  sight;  His  heart  it  was  moved  with  pity, 

So  he  stabbed  the  donkey  with  a bit  of  charcoal,  And  started  for  Salt  Lake  City. 

Chorus. 


TONE  UK  B Kay  [). 


The  Scottish  Blue  Bells. 


~D~  K#  B D A 7 

Moderato.  [§  , 

Key  D.  |:i  :r  | n : m :mlm:r:mld:m:sl  1 :s  :d.r  I rn  :m  :m  Idlt  s^f  :r  :r  I r : a I 


TTpJ-J  J J J Jl^gg 

proud  In-dian  boast  of  his  jes-saminebowrs  His 
are  yourhills  when  theyoung  day  is  beaming.  And 


pastures  of  perfume  and 
green  are  your  graves  uilhtl 


rose  coverd  dells  While 
-ir  coo  1 crystal  well*, Andl 


m : tn  :«  In  :r  :m  |d  :pi  :s  ll  :s  :s  Is  :fe  :s  I r : s :-.l  |t  :d'  : 1 Is  :s  i 


hum-bly  I sing  of  those  wild  lit-tle  flow’rs  The 
bright  are  your  broad-swords  like  morningduw  gleaming  On 


blue  bells  of  Scotland,  the 
blue  bells  of  Scotland,  on 


Scottish  blue  bells, Wave 
Scottish  blue  bells.  A- 


•2  :s_J  :s_J_  Is  :r'  :f  | m :n.s:f  .1 1 s :m  :s  | s .1  :s.l  :s  .1 1 s :r'  :f  I n :f  .1 1 s :s  j 


' wave  your  d 

| wake ! ye  1 is 

ark  plumes  ye  prouc 
rht  fair  - ies  that 

sons  of  themountain,  For 
trip  oer  the  heather  Ye 

brave  is  the  chief t< 
mermaids  a-rise  fi 

linyour 
om  your 

prowess  who  quells  And 
cor-al  - ine  cells  Come 

-p-  _ 

dread-ful  your  wrath  as  the 
forth  with  your  chorus  all 


foam  flashing  fountainTnat 
chanting  to  - gether  The 


calms  its  wild  waves’mid  the 
blue  bells  of  Scotland,  the 


rit 

Scottish  blue  bells. 
Scottish  blue  bells.) 1 e 


8 


Hard  times,  come  again  no  more. 


C7 
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2.  While  we  seek  mirth  and  beauty  and  music  light  and  gaji. 
There  are  frail  forms  fainting  at  the  door; 

Tho’  their  voices  are  silent,  their  pleading  looks  will  say. 
Oh!  Hard  times,  come  again  no  more. 

Chorus. 


3.  Theres  a pale  drooping  maiden  who  toils  her  life  away, 
With  a worn  heart  whose  better  days  are  o’er; 

Though  her  voice  would  be  merry, ’tis  sighing  all  the  day. 
Oh!  Hard  times,  come  again  no  more. 

Chorus. 


4*  ’Tis  a sigh  that  is  wafted  across  the  troubled  wave 
Tis  a wail  that  is  heard  upon  the  shore, 

’Tis  a dirge  that  is  murmured  around  the  lowly  grave. 
Oh!  Hard  times,  come  again  no  more. 

Chorus. 
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Marguerite. 

(jVly  Star  of  Hope.) 
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2.  Oh  time  flies  fast,  he  winna  wait, 
My  freen  for  you  or  me; 

He  works  his  wonders  day  by  day 
And  onward  still  doth  flee. 

Oh  wha  can  tell,  when  ilka  ane 
I see  sae  happy  here, 

Will  meet  again,  and  merry  be, 
Another  guid  new  Year. 


3.  We  twa  ha’  baith  been  happy  lang, 
We  ran  about  the  braes, 

In  yon  wee  cott,  beneath  the  tree, 
We’ve  spent  our  early  days. 

We  ran  about  the  burnie’s  side 
The  spot  will  aye  be  dear, 

And  those  that  used  to  meet  us  there 
We’ll  think  on  mony  a year. 


4.  Now  let  us  hope  our  years  may  be 
As  guid  as  they  hae  been, 

And  trust  we  ne’er  again  may  see 
The  sorrows  we  hae  seen, 

And  let  us  wish,  that  ane  an’  a’, 
Our  freens  baith  far  and  near 
May  aye  enjoy  in  times  to  come, 
A hearty  Guid  new  Year. 


heart  and  voice  would 


tils  till 


fail  me  And 


fool-ish  tears  would 


flow  For 


m 


if  ^ ij  - 

/ by- gone  hours  come 

/ iV  J*  m P m m P m 

o’er  my  heart  with 

each  fam  - il  - iar 

m P \ Ptm  P f ■= 

strain  I 

Cr 

dJJ  ylJ  - 
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p 
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2. 

I cannot  sing  the  old  songs 
Their  charm  is  sad  and  deep 
Their  melodies  would  waken 
Old  sorrows  from  their  sleep 
And  though  all  unforgotten  still 
And  sadly  sweet  they  be 
1 cannot  sing  the  old  songs 
They  are  too  dear  to  me 
I cannot  sing  the  old  songs 
They  are  too  dear  to  me. 


3- 

I cannot  sing  the  old  songs 
For  visions  come  again 
Of  golden  dreams  departed 
And  years  of  weary  pain 
Perhaps  when  earthly  fetters  shall 
Have  set  my  spirit  free 
My  voice  may  know  the  old  songs 
For  all  eternity 

My  voice  may  know  the  old  songs 
For  all  eternity. 


12 

TUNE  UKE. 
Key  G. 


• ff  

A D I'll  B 


The  Spanish  Cavalier. 


I m off  to  the  war,  to  war  I must  go, 
Fighting  for  country  and  for  you,  dear 
But  if  I should  fall,  in  vain  I would  call, 
The  blessing  of  my  country  and  you, dear. 


And  when  the  war  is  o’er,  to  you  111  return 
Back  to  my  country  and  you,  dear 
But  if  I be  slain,  you’d  seek  me  in  vain 
Upon  the  battle-field  you  will  find  me. 


-.When  you  and  I were  young  Maggie. 
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I / I wan-derd  to-day  to  the 


hills  Mag  gie, To  M atch  the  scene  be 

lone  Maggie, Where  the  young  and  the  gay  and  the 


Ci  - ty  so  si- lent  and — no--  „ 

say  I am  feeb-le  with  age  __  MaggieJVIy  steps  are  less  sprightly  than  then,  ^ ^My^ 
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creek  and  the  creak-ing  old 
pol  - ish’d  white  mansions  of 
face  is  a well  written 


mill  Mag-gie,  as  we  used  to  long  a 

stone  Mag-gie,  Have  each  found  a place  of 

page  Mag-gie,  But  time  a- lone  with  the 
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Down  among  the  dead  men. 
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In  happy  Bacchus’ joys  111  roll, 

Deny  no  pleasure  to  my  soul, 

Let  Bacchus’  health  now  briskly  move, 
For  Bacchus  is  a friend  to  Love. 

And  he  that  will  this  health  deny, 
Down  among  the  dead  men  let  him  lie. 


May  love  and  wine  their  rights  sustain, 
And  their  united  pleasures  reign, 

While  Bacchus’ treasure  crown  the  board, 
We’ll  sing  the  joys  that  both  afford; 

And  they  that  won’t  with  us  comply, 
Down  among  the  dead  men  let  them  lie. 
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Marcia. 


The 


Death  of  Nelson. 
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2.  Though  the  lozen  was  broke,  they  a use  for’t  did  fin’ 
To  pit  ony thing  oot,an’  tak’  onything  in; 

But  to  Nell  in  especial,  to  her  it  was  dear, 

For  her  lovers  at  nicht  cam’  a coortin’  her  here, 
’Twas  a bonnie  wee  window, 

A handsome  wee  window, 

The  bonniest  wee  window, 

That  ever  I saw. 

3.  It  happened  ae  nicht,  Grannie  went  to  her  bed 
And  Johnnie  the  blithest  young  lad  that  Nell  had, 
Cam’  o’er  the  hills,  his  true  love  to  see, 

And  under  the  window,  right  planted  got  he. 
’Twas  a bonnie,  etc. 

4.  These  twa  lovers  hadna  got  muckle  said, 

When  Grannie  cries  oot  “Nelly  come  to  your  bed” 
“I’m  coming  dear  Grannie”  young  Nelly  did  say 
So  fare  ye  weel  Johnnie,  but  come  back  next  day. 

’Twas  a bonnie,  etc. 


7.  Grannie  hearing  the  noise,  jumped  out  on  the  floor, 
And  seizing  the  poker,  she  made  for  the  door. 

And  on  puir  Johnnies  back,  such  a thump  she  laid 

on, 

Anither  like  that  would  have  broke  his  back  bone. 
’Twas  a bonnie,  etc. 

8.  Johnnie  reekin’  wi’  heat, and  smartin’ wi’  pain, 

Kept  ruggin’  an  tuggin’  wi’  micht  an’  wi’  main, 

Till  the  lintel  gied  way,  and  the  window  did 

break; 

But  oh,  the  best  half  o’t  stuck  fast  to  his  neck. 
’Twas  a bonnie,  etc. 

9.  As  soon  as  the  window  in  ruins  did  lie, 

Auld  Grannie  let  out  such  a horrible  cry, 

That  alarmed  a’  the  neighbours,  lad,  lass, man 

and  wife, 

And  caused  puir  Johnnie  to  rin  for  his  life. 

’Twas  a bonnie,  etc. 


5.  Oh  lassie  dear  lassie,  dinna  tak’  it  amiss 
Before  ye  gang  awa’  ye  maun  grant  me  a kiss, 
And  to  get  a bit  kiss,  Johnnie  rammed  his  head 

through, 

For  what  wadna  love  mak’  a fond  lover  do? 
’Twas  a bonnie,  etc. 

6.  Only  ae  kiss  got  Johnnie,  and  sweet  was  the 

smack, 

But  for  his  dear  life, could  he  get  his  head  back, 

He  ruggit,  he  tuggit,  he  bawled,  and  he  cursed ; 
While  Nell’s  sides  with  laughter  were  like  for  to 

burst. 


10.  But  when  he  got  hame,wi’  a hatchet  soon  he, 
Frae  his  wooden  cravat  quickly  set  himself  free, 
And  out  o’  fair  spite,  and  to  please  his  desire, 
He  burned  baith  wood  and  glass  in  the  fire. 

’Twas  a bonnie,  etc. 

11.  Next  morn  he  rose  at  the  break  o’  daylicht, 

And  sent  for  a joiner,  to  mak’  a’  things  richt 
But  he  vowed  that  the  deil  micht  hae  him  for  his 

ain, 

If  he  e’er  kissed  a lass  through  a window  again. 
Be  she  ever  sae  bonnie,  or  ever  so  braw, 

Or  the  handsomest  lassie  that  ever  he  saw. 


’T-was  a bonnie,  etc. 
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Come  into  the  Garden  Maud. 
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The  Nameless  Lassie. 


A D F#  ” , 

Andante  con  moto.  c 
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1.  There’s 

2.  She’s 


nane  may  ev  - er  guess  or  trow  My 
gen  - tie  as  she’s  bon-nie,  An’  she’s 


bon-nie  lass  - ie’s  name; There’s 

mod-est  as  she’s  fair, Her 


m m 


c C G D7  G 

ffi  m h h m 

1 1 : li  s i 111  .ti  :d  .s f I m 


.,f  :r 


,,d  Id 


.d 


tho’  my  lassie’s  nameless, An’  her 
she  is  light  and  mer  - ry  As  the 


kin  o’  low  de-gree,  — Her 
lammie  on  the  lea, For 


heart  is  warm,  her  thoughts  are  pure, An' 
hap-pi-ness  and  in  - no-cenceThe- 
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When  she  unveils  her  blooming  face, 
The  flowr’s  may  cease  to  blaw ; 

An’  when  she  opes  her  honnied  lips, 
The  air  it  trembles  a’  ; 

But  when  wi’  ’ither’s  sorrows  touch’d 
The  tear  starts  till  her  e’e, 

Oh  that’s  the  gem  in  beauty's  crown, 
The  priceless  pearl  to  me  ! 


Within  my  soul  her  form’s  enshrined, 
Her  heart  is  a’  my  ain ; 

An’  richer  prize,  or  purer  bliss, 

Nae  mortal  e’er  can  gain  ; 

The  darkest  paths  o’  life  I tread 
Wi’  steps  o’  bounding  glee, 

Cheered  onward  by  the  love  that  lights 
My  nameless  lassie’s  e’e! 
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Rolling  Home  to  Bonnie  Scotland. 

TUNIS  UKK:  Key  0. 

A 7 


3.Sail-ing  near  - er,  ev-er  nearer  to  the  sun  - rise  and  the  daw  n,  Sailing 
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spring  - time  in  the 
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blossoms  filling 
bear  us  to  the 


out  each  swelling 
well  remember  d 


sail  And  the  wild  waves  cleft  be 
shore,  New-born  breez  - es  swell  to 


east  - ward, ev-er  eastward  to  the  land  wherewe  were  born.  We  will  sing,  in  joyous 
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cho-rus  thro’ the  watch-es  of  the  night  Weshallsee  the  shores  of  Scotland,  at  the 
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Substitute“Merry  England  for“Bonnie  Scotland’’ if  desired. 
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The  Sons  of  Bonnie  Scotland. 


2.Where  is  the  Scots- man  does  not  feel  The  pa  - tri-ot-ic  fire,  Whenthinkingon  the 
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The  Hundred  Pipers. 
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blaw,  a blaw,  Wi’  a 

hundred  pipers  an’ 

a’,  an’  a*. 

2.  Oh!  our  sodger  lads  looked  braw,  looked  braw, 
Wi’  their  tartan  kilts  an’ a’,  an’  a’, 

Wi’  their  bonnets  an’  feathers  an’  glitt’rin’  gear, 
An’  pibrochs  sounding  loud  and  clear. 

Will  they  a’  return  to  their  ain  dear  glen  ? 
Will  they  a’  return,  oor  Hielan’  men? 

Second  sichted  Sandy  looked  fu’  wae, 

An  mithers  grat  when  they  marched  awa’. 
Wi’a  hundred  pipers, etc. 


3.  Oh!  wha  is  foremost  o’ a’, o’ a’? 

Oh!  wha  is  foremost  o’ a’,  o’ a’ ? 

Bonnie  Charlie,  the  King  o’  us  a’,  hurrah! 
Wi’  his  hundred  pipers  an’ a’,  an’ a’. 

His  bonnet  and  feathers  he’s  waving  high, 
His  prancing  steed  maist  seems  to  fly, 
The  nor’  win’  plays  wi’  his  curly  hair, 
While  the  pipers  play  wi’  an  unco  flare. 
Wi’  a hundred  pipers,  etc. 


4.  The  Esk  was  swollen  sae  red  an’  sae  deep, 

But  shouther  to  shouther  the  brave  lads  keep; 
Twa  thousand  swam  owre  to  fell  English  grun’, 
An’  danced  themselves  dry  to  the  pibroch’s  sound ; 
Dumfoun’er’d  the  English  saw,  they  saw, 
Dumfoun’er’d  they  heard  the  blaw,  the  blaw, 
Dumfoun’er’d  they  a ran  awa’,  awa’, 

Frae  the  hundred  pipers,  an’  a’,  an’ a’. 

Wi’  a hundred  pipers,  etc. 
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Andante. 


Teddy  O’  Neale. 
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1.  I’ve 

seen  the  old 

cab- in  he 

danc’d  his  wild 
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ligs  in,  As 

J J j 

neat  a mud 

2. 1 dreamt  but  last  night,  (Oh!  bad  luck  to  my  dreaming, 

I’d  die  if  I thought  ’twould  come  surely  to  pass.) 

But  I dreamt,  while  the  tears  down  my  pillow  were  streaming, 
That  Teddy  was  courtin’  another  fair  lass. 

Och!  did  not  I wake  with  a weeping  and  wailing, 

Th£  grief  of  that  thought  was  too  deep  to  conceal; 

My  mother  cried  “Norah,  child,  what  is  your  ailing?” 

And  all  I could  utter,  was  “Teddy  O’  Neale’.’ 


3.  Shall  I ever  forget,  when  the  big  ship  was  ready, 

The  moment  had  come,  when  my  love  must  depart; 

How  I sobb’d  like  a spalpeen,  “Goodbye  to  you,  Teddy, 
With  drops  on  my  cheek  and  a stone  at  my  heart. 

He  says  ’tis  to  better  his  fortune  he’s  roving, 

But  what  would  be  gold,  to  the  joy  I would  feel 
If  I saw  him  come  back  to  me,  honest  and  loving, 
Still  poor,  but  my  own  darling  Teddy  O’  Neale. 
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dee  went  the  fid  - dlers,\ 
toot  went  the  trumpeters,/ 
dub  went  the  drummers,  / 
yang  went  the  pip  - ers,  V 
ping  went  the  harp -ers,  / 


Mer-ry  men  are 
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I’m  goin’  back  to  Dixie. 
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3. I’m 
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Dixie,  My 
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used  to  think,  if 
pray  the  Lord  to 
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The  Vicar  of  Bray. 
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111  maintain  Un 

til  my  dy-ing 

day,  sir,That 

what  so-ev-er 

£ing  shall  reign, 

I 

11  be  the  Vicar  of 

Bray  Sir. 

& 

3.  When  William  was  our  King  declared, 

To  ease  the  nation’s  grievance, 

With  this  new  wind  about  I steered, 

And  swore  to  him  allegiance; 

Old  principles  I did  revoke. 

Set  conscience  at  a distance; 

Passive  obedience  was  a joke, 

A jest  was  non  resistance. 

And  this  is  law,  etc. 

4.  When  gracious  Anne  became  our  Queen, 

The  Church  of  England’s  glory, 
Another  face  of  things  was  seen, 

And  I became  a Tory, 

Occasional  Conformists  base 
I damn’d  their  moderation, 

And  thought  the  Church  in  danger  was , 
By  such  prevarication. 

And  this  is  law,  etc. 


5.  When  George  in  pudding  time  came  o’er 

And  moderate  men  looked  big,  sir, 

I turned  a cat-in-pan  once  more, 

And  so  became  a Whig,  sir; 

And  thus,  preferment  I procured, 

From  our  new  faith’s  defender. 

And  almost  every  day  abjured 
The  Pope  and  the  Pretender, 

And  this  is  law,  etc. 

6.  The  illustrious  house  of  Hanover, 

And  Protestant  succession, 

To  these  I do  allegiance  swear, 

While  they  can  keep  possession- 
For  in  my  faith  and  loyalty 
I never  more  will  falter. 

And  George  my  lawful  King  shall  be, 
Until  the  times  do  alter. 

And  this  is  law,  etc. 


30  TUNE  UKE. 
Key  G. 


My  Pretty  Jane . 

(When  the  bloom  is  on  the  Rye.) 
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pret  - ty  Jane  my  dearest  Jane 
name  the  day  the  wedding  day  . 


never  nev-er  look  so 
I shall  buy  the 


meet  me  meet  me  in  the 
lads  and  maids  in 


ev  - ’ning  While  the 
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TUNE  L'KE.  Key  G. 

Upp^l  The  Anchor’s  Weighed. 
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The  Rose  of  Glamorgan. 


G C E A 
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Key  C. 


The  Lass  of  Richmond  Hill. 
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Allefe“o.ffl  S§  m B B 

KeyC.i.s  I s .d1  :d'  .d'  I r',d'.t  ,d':r'  .f1  I m'  .d1  ,:1  .r'  I d1 
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1.  On  Rich-mond  hill  there 

2.  Ye  Ze-phyrs  gay  that 

3.  How  hap  - py  will  the 


lives  a lass,  More 
fan  the  air,  And 
shep-herd  be,  Who 


sweet  than  May  day 
wand-er  through  the 
calls  this  nymph  his 


morn,  Whose 
grove,  Oh 

own.  Oh 


charms  all  o - ther 
whis-per  to  my 
may  her  choice  be 


maids  sur-  pass  a 

charm  - ing  fair,  I 

fix'd  on  me,  Mines 


rose  with  - out  a 
die  for  her  and 
fix’d  on  her  a 
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34 


TONE  UKE. 
Key  C. 


The  Gypsy’s  Warning. 


G e E A 

Allegretto. 
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2.  Do  not  turn  so  coldly  from  me,  I would  only  guard  thy  youth 
From  his  stern  and  with’ ring  power,  I would  only  tell  thee  truth. 

I would  shield  thee  from  all  danger,  save  thee  from  the  Tempter’s  snare, 
Lady,  shun  that  dark  eyed  stranger,  I have  warned  thee  — now  beware. 

3.  Lady,  once  there  lived  a maiden,  pure  and  bright,  and  like  thee,  fair, 

But  he  woo’d  and  woo’d  and  won  her,  filled  her  gentle  heart  with  care. 
Then  he  heeded  not  her  weeping,  nor  cared  he,  her  life  to  save, 

Soon  she  perished,  now  she’s  sleeping,  in  the  cold  and  silent  grave. 

4.  Keep  thy  gold,  I do  not  wish  it,  lady  I have  prayed  for  this 
For  the  hour  when  I might  foil  him,  rob  him  of  expected  bliss. 

Gentle  lady,  do  not  wonder  at  my  words  so  cold  and  wild, 

Lady,  in  that  green  grave  yonder,  lies  the  gypsy’s  only  child. 


TUNE  UKE. 


2.  He  has  nae  mair  o’  learning, 
Than  tells  his  weekly  earning; 
Yet  right  frae  wrang  discerning, 
Tho’  brave,  nae  bruiser  he. 
Tho’  he  no  worth  a plack  is, 

His  ain  coat  on  his  back  is; 
And  nane  can  say  that  black  is 
The  white  o’  Johnnie’s  e’e. 
Weel  may  the  keel  row,  etc. 


3.  He  wears  a blue  bonnet, 

Blue  bonnet,  blue  bonnet, 

He  wears  a blue  bonnet, 

A dimple’s  in  his  chin; 

And  weel  may  the  keel  row, 

The  keel  row,  the  keel  row, 

And  weel  may  the  keel  row, 
That  my  lad’s  in. 

Weel  may  the  keel  row,  etc. 


Polly-  wolly- doodle. 


G C E A 

JL  C 7 

Allegro.  ^ gg 
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I.  Oh  I went  down  South  for  to  see  my  Sal,  Sing 


Polly-Wolly-doodle  all  the 


Chorus. 
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Sal  - ly  am  a speech-y  gal  Sing 
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well,  fare  thee  well,  fare  thee 

well,  fare  thee  well  Fare  - 

i 

well  my  fai  - ry 

fay. 

Oh  I’m 

1 

r 

t 

% 

t 

(t— ] 

r 

t f 

— I 

• 

• 

f 

I S 


w 


see  my  Su-sy  An-na  Singing  Pol-ly-wol-ly-doodle  all  the 


Oh  my  Sal,  she  am  a maiden  fair 
Sing,  “Polly -wolly-doodle”  all  the  day, 

With  laughing  eyes  and  curly  hair, 

Sing, “'Polly- wolly-doodle”  all  the  day. 

3- 

Oh  I cam  to  a river,  an’  I couldn’t  get  across 
Sing,“Polly-wolly-doodle”all  the  day, 

An’  I .jumped  upon  a nigger,  for  I tho’t  he  was  a hoss 
Sing,‘'Polly-wolly-doodle”all  the  day. 

4- 

Oh  a grasshopper  sittin’  on  a railroad  track, 

Sing, “Polly -wolly-doodle” all  the  day, 

A-pickin’  his  teef,  with  a carpet  tack, 

Sing, ‘‘Polly- wolly- doodle”  all  the  day. 


Oh  I went  to  bed  but  it  wasn’t  no  use, 
Sing,“Polly-wolly-doodle”  all  the  day, 

My  feet  struck  out  for  a chicken  roost 
Sing, ‘‘Polly- wolly-doodle”  all  the  day. 

6- 

Behind  de  barn,  down  on  my  knees 
Sing, “Polly-  wolly- doodle”  all  the  day, 

I thought  I heard  that  chicken  sneeze 
Sing,“Polly-wolly-doodle”all  the  day. 

7- 

He  sneezed  sohard,wid  de  hoopin’ cough 
Sing, ‘‘Polly- wolly-doodle”  all  the  day, 

He  sneezed  his  head,  an’  his  tail  right  off 
Sing, “Polly- wolly-doodle” all  the  day. 


Chorus  may  be  sung  twice  after  each  verse  if  desired. 
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TUNE  UKK. 


Key  C. 


Kingdom  Coming. 


2.  He’s  six  foot  one  way,  two  foot  tudder, 
An’  he  weigh  tree  hundred  pound, 

His  coat  so  big  he  couldn’t  pay  de  tailor, 
An  it  wont  go  half  way  round. 

He  drill  so  much  dey  call  him  Cap-’en, 
An’  he  got  so  dref-ful  tann’d, 

I ’spect  he  try  and  fool  dem  Yankees 
For  to  tink  he’s  contraband. 

Chorus. 


3.  De  darkies  feel  so  lonesome  libbing 
In  de  log  house  on  de  lawn, 

Dey  move  der  dings  to  massa’s  parlor 
For  to  keep  it  while  he’s  gone. 

Dar’s  wine  and  cider  in  de  cellar, 

An’  de  darkies  dey’ll  hab  some, 

I ’spose  dey’ll  all  be  confiscated 
When  de  Lin-Rum  sobers  come. 

Chorus. 
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TUNE  UKE  Here’s  a health  unto  His  Majesty. 

Key  G. 
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TUNE  TJKE. 
Key  E 


G C E A 


Nancy  Till. 

(Down  in  the  Cane-Brake) 


2.  Open  the  window,  love  O do, 

And  listen  to  the  music  that  I play  for  you; 

The  whisp’rings  of  love,  so  soft  and  low, 

1 11  harmonise  my  voice  with  the  Ohio.  Chorus. 

3-  Farewell  love  I must  now  away 

I ve  a long  way  to  travel,  before  thd  break  of  day; 
The  next  time  I come,  be  ready  love  to  go 
A-sailing  on  the  banks  of  the  Ohio.  Chorus. 
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TUNE  UKE. 

Key  F. 

E^=^eei  I’m  goiri  to  leave  Old  Dixie. 

G C E A 

Allegro  moderato. 
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G C E A 


Drink  to  me  only. 


bI> 


Is  :s  I 1 :s  Is  :f  :m 


m : m : m 


PP 


rise  Doth 
breathe,  And 


ask  a 
sent’st  it 


drink  di 
back  to 


vine, 

me 


m 


But  might  I 
Since  when  it 
mf. 


m 


42 


TUNE  UKE. 


Key  F. 


G C E A 


So  Early  in  the  Morning. 


Allegro  con  brio. 

F C7 


F 


C7  F 


2.  When  I was  young  I used  to  wait 
On  Massa’s  table  lay  de  plate 
Pass  de  bottle  when  him  dry 
Brush  away  the  blue  tail’d  fly. 
Chorus . 


3.  Now  Massa’s  dead  and  gone  to  rest 
Of  all  de  Massas  he  was  best, 

I nebber  see  de  like  since  I was  born. 
Miss  him  now  he’s  dead  and  gone. 
Chorus . 


TUNE  UKE,  Key  C 


Come  Lasses  and  Lads. 
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2.  The  animals  went  in  two  by  two, 
There’s  one  more  river  to  cross. 

The  ostrich  and  the  cock-a-too, 

There’s  one  more  river  to  cross. 

Chorus. 

3.  The  animals  went  in  three  by  three, 
There’s  one  more  river  to  cross. 

The  dancing  bear  and  the  lively  flea, 
There’s  one  more  river  to  cross. 

Chorus. 

4.  The  animals  went  in  four  by  four, 
There’s  one  more  river  to  cross. 

And  then  they  wanted  to  shut  the  door, 
There’s  one  more  river  to  cross. 

Chorus. 


5.  The  animals  went  in  five  by  five, 
There’s  one  more  river  to  cross. 

And  soon  they  were  inside  the  hive, 
There’s  one  more  river  to  cross. 

Chorus. 

6.  The  animals  went  in  six  by  six, 
There’s  one  more  river  to  cross. 

And  really  it  was  an  awful  fix, 
There’s  one  more  river  to  cross. 

Chorus. 

7-  For  Mrs.  Noah  and  her  sons, 

Had  this  wide  river  to  cross. 

But  found  the  old  man  eating  buns, 
With  still  that  river  to  cross. 
Chorus. 


45 


TUNK  UKK. 
Key  C. 


0 0 K A 


God  be  with  you. 
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Widdicombe  Fair. 
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TUNE  UKE. 


Key  F. 


G C E A 
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The  Roast  Beef  of  Old  England. 

TUNE  UKE. 


Key  C. 
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2.  Our  fathers’  of  old,  were  robust,  stout  and  strong, 

And  kept  open  house,  with  good  cheer  all  day  long, 

Which  made  their  plump  tenants,  rejoice  in  this  song, 

0 the  roast  beef  of  old  England,  and  0 for  old  England’s  roast  beef. 

3.  When  good  Queen  Elizabeth,  sat  on  the  throne, 

E’re  coffee  or  tea,  or  such  slip  slops  were  known, 

The  world  was  in  terror,  if  e’re  she  did  frown, 

O the  roast  beef  of  old  England,  and  O for  old  England’s  roast  beef. 
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TUNE  UKE. 


Key  G. 


The  Ash  Grove. 
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TUNE  UKE. 
Key  G 


Jingle  Bells. 
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KeyEmLE-  The  Animals  went  in  Two  by  Two. 


TUNE  UKE.  Key  F. 


The  Poco’s  Daughter. 


4-  For  very  wrath  his  nose  grew  blue, 

He  did  not  know  what  he  did  do; 

But  straightway  seized  the  wicked  two, 
The  Sophy  and  his  daughter. 

He  sewed  them  up  in  meal-bags  two, 
Which  to  the  river’s  bank  he  drew, 

And  then  the  naughty  pair  he  threw 
Into  Charles  River’s  water. 

CHO.  O Poco  bold!  thou  didst  anni- 

Hilate  the  maid,  and  she  did  die; 
And  you  were  sorry,  by  and  byj 
You  ever  had  a daughter. 


5.  Long  years  have  fled,  but  still  at  night, 
O er  Brighton  Street  a ghost  in  white, 

An  airy  Sophomoric  sprite, 

Doth  seek  his  Pocorina. 

And  when,  alone,  at  dead  of  night, 

You  come  from  Carl’s,  a little  tight, 
You’ll  see  him  in  the  pale  moon- light, 
A- kissing  of  Katrina. 

CHO.  O Poco  bold!  thou  didst  anni- 

Hilate  the  maid,  and  she  did  die; 

But  still  o’er  Harvard  Square  doth  fly 
The  spirit  of  Katrina. 
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Key  F. 
TUNE  UKE 


I 1 1 1 


In  Sheltered  Vale. 

(The  Mill  Wheel) 
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54  tune  uke. 
Key  Bk 


Solomon  Levi. 


Allegretto,  gg 

Key  b!>.[;S|  | S| :Si  |S|  ;S|  ;S|  | S|  ;S|  |m|!_  :s,(S|  I l,  :l,  1 1 , :l,  I 1 , I : :1 

¥ i v u 
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1.  My 


name  is  Sol-o-mon 


Le  - vi  at  my 

m » - 


store  in  Ox  - ford 


street,  That’s 


:s.  Is,  :s,  :s,  I s,  :s,  :s,  Im,  :si  I 1,  :1,  1 1 , :1|  I lt  I : :1| 


m 


i 


m 


se  - cond  hand  - ed 

=fc 


ul  - ster-etts  and 


ev  - ’ry-thing  that’s 


fine  For 

1 t r— 


F7  Bl> 


e1> 


2.  And  if  a cadger  comes  along 
To  my  store  in  Oxford  Street 
And  tries  to  hang  me  up  for  coats 
And  vests  so  very  neat . 

I kicks  the  cadger  right  out  of  my  store 
And  on  him  set  my  pup  , 

For  I wont  sell  clothing  to  any  man 
Who  tries  to  hold  me  up. 

Chorus. 


56  TUNE  UKE. 
Key  G. 


AD  Ftf  B 


Mush,  Mush. 


Andante. 
Key  G.  I: st  .S| 

(riE-H  ~f=n 

G 

a 

d :d  :d 

d :r  :-.d 

D7 

B 

t,  : 

s, 

- 

' T " 
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3 

P 1 M 
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there  I learned 

<p  * • 4 ' 

ra-din’  an’ 
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wri  - 
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M= 

i!rJJ 

At  Bil-ly 

IT  . - 

h*  T P 

Bracketts  where 

V7  4 * = 

T*  ' ■ n 
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D7 


Ami. 


G 
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Chorus. 


id  :d  :d  Id  :r  :d  I t,  :s, 


: s i I 


f :f  :f 


Mush,  mush, mush, 


tu  - ral  - i 


a - dy! . 


Sing, 


l=i 


mush, mush,  mush, 

. t T 


G 


f :s  :r  In:-  I-  :m  f I s :s  :s  I s :f  :n 


2. 

Oh!  ’twas  there  that  I learned  all  me  courtin’ 

0 the  lissons  I tuck  in  the  art! 

Till  Cupid,  the  blackguard  while  sportin’ 

An  arrow  dhruv  straight  thro’  me  heart 
Miss  Judy  O’Connor,  she  lived  jist  fornnist  me, 
An’  tinder  lines  to  her  I wrote 
If  ye  dare  say  wan  hard  word  agin  her 

I’ll  tread  on  the  tail  o’  yer — 

J Chorus. 

4 


3- 

But  a blackguard  called  Mickey  Maloney, 
Came  and  sthole  her  affections  away. 

Fur  he’d  money  and  I hadn’t  ony, 

So  I sint  him  a challenge  nixt  day. 

In  the  ayveniu  we  met  at  the  Woodbine, 
The  Shannon  we  crossed  in  a boat, 

An’  I lathered  him  wid  me  shillaly 
Fur  he  trod  on  the  tail  o’  me — 

Chorus. 


Oh,  me  fame  went  abroad  through  the  nation, 
And  folks  come  a flockin’  to  see, 

And  they  cried  out,  widout  hesitation 
'‘You’re  a fightin’  man  Billy  McGhee!” 

Oh,  I’ve  claned  out  the  Finnigan  faction, 

And  I’ve  licked  all  the  Murphys  afloat, 

If  you’re  in  for  a row  or  a raction 
Jist  ye  tread  on  the  tail  o me  — 

Chorus. 


58  tune  uke. 

Simon  the  Cellarer. 


A D Fjt  B 


Key  D. 


2.  Dame  Margery  sits  in  her  own  still  room, 

And  a matron  sage  is  she, 

From  thence,  oft  at  Curfew,  is  wafted  a fume, 

She  says  it  is  Rosemarie. 

But  there’s  a small  cupboard  behind  the  back  stair, 
And  the  maids  say  they  often  see  Margery  there; 
Now  Margery  says  that  she  grows  very  old 
And  must  take  a something  to  keep  out  the  cold. 
But  ho!  ho!  ho!  old  Simon  doth  know, 

Where  many  a flask  of  his  best  doth  go. 

3.  Old  Simon  reclines  in  his  high-backd  chair, 

And  talks  about  taking  a wife; 

And  Margery  often  is  heard  to  declare, 

She  ought  to  be  settled  in  life. 

But  Margery  has  (so  the  maids  say)  a tongue, 

And  she’s  not  very  handsome,  and  not  very  young, 
So  somehow  it  ends  with  a shake  of  the  head, 

And  Simon  he  brews  him  a tankard  instead. 

While  ho!  ho!  ho!  he  will  chuckle  and  crow— 

What?  marry  old  Margery?  no!  no!  no! 


TUNE  UKE. 
Key  G. 


• f “ 

A D Fjt  B 


G 


Are  You  Sleeping? 

(A  Round) 


Note.  As  the  pianist  reaches  (2)  the  second  singer  or  singers  commence  at  Bar  1,  and  as  the 
pianist  reaches  (3)  the  third  singer  commences  at  Bari  and  so  on,  each  singer  singing  the 
Round  throughout  and  repeating  as  desired. 
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TUNK  UKE. 


Key  G. 


Landlord,  fill  the  flowing  Bowl. 


Allegro  con  moto. 


G D7  G 


Ami.  D7  G Ami. 


G D7  G 


Commence  and  finish  with- Chorus,  also  between  Verses. 


Ami.  1)7  U 0 Ami.  1)7  0 

M H S3  §S  M M 

(Is  .f  If  I r Ir  .f  I f .m  im  Id  Id  .m  I m .r  Ir  Md  I t,  . s , 1 1 , «tj  Id  Id  II 


m r m ii_*  • M 


leaves  do  fade, Fades  as  the  leaves  do  fade,  Fades  as  the  leaves  do  fade  That  drop  off  inOc-to-ber. 


3.  But  he  who  drinks  just  what  he  likes, 
And  getteth  half  seas  over 
Will  live  until  he  dies  perhaps, 

And  then  lie  down  in  clover. 


The  man  who  drinketh  strong  beer, 

And  goes  to  bed  right  mellow, 

Lives  as  he  ought  to  live, 

And  dies  a jolly  good  fellow. 

4.  The  man  who  kisses  a pretty  girl, 

And  goes  and  tells  his  mother, 

Ought  to  have  his  lips  cut  off, 

And  never  kiss  another. 

Three  Fishers  went  Sailing. 


Andante  gg  gg  gg  gg  ffi  H 

Key  C.  t:d’ I d'^m  :1  Is  :d  :f  I ft  jm  :r  Id:-  :d  .d  I r :m  :f  Is  :1  :t  1 d':—  :d'  It  :t  .t 


1.  Three  fish-ers  went  sailingout 

2.  Three  wives  sat  up  in  the 

3.  Three  corp-ses  lay  out  on  the 


in-to  the  west,  Out  in-to  thewest  asthe 
light-houseto^’r,And  they  trimm’d  the  lamps  as  the 


sun  went  down, Each 
sun  went  down , They 

shin-ing  sands, In  the  morn  - ing  gleam  as  the  tide  went  down, And  the 


thought  on  the  woman  who  lov’d  him  the  best  And  the  children  stood  watching  them  out  of  the  town  For 
look’d  at  the  squall, and  they  lookli  at  the  show  r, And  the  night-rackcameroll-ingup,  rag-ged  and  brown;  But 
wo-men  are  weeping  and  wringing  their  hands, For  those  who  will  nev-er  come  back  to  the  town:  For 


C Ami.  Dml.  G7  C A mi. 

jiffi  iffl  .6  ,ES 

llm  :-  ;m  lm  :-  :m  If  :m  :f  lr  :-.r  :r  I m ,n  :-  :m  lm  :m  :m 
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\ men  m 

1 men  m 

ust  work,  and 

ust  work , and 

ust  work,  and 

wo-men  must  w-eep  , And  there’s 
wo-men  must  weep,  Tho*  the 
wo-men  must  weep,  And  the 

-XJ-  J V r r 

lit  - tie  to  earn  and 

storms  be  sud-den,  and 

soon-er  its  o - ver,  the 

r ___  x 
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The  Village  Blacksmith. 


Ami.  E7  F E7  A E7 

,11  ffl  ,H  ,ffl  a.  ,1  ffl 

In  :1  It  :1 .t  I d1  :d  Id  :r  I r*i  I :ms,  .s,  I d :d  Ir  .r  .r 


hea  - vy  sledge,  With 

mea-surt'd  beat  and 

slow,  like  a 

sex  - 1 

on  ringing  the 

')  J ■ — -d — *— — 

— F — F — - 

A E7  A E7  G7  C G7 

,ffl  ffl  ffl  ffl  c.ffl  ffl  ffl 
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vil  - lage  1 

it  < i 

ell, When  the 

*• 1L# 

evn-i 

ng  sun 

_ i: 

s 

£: 

i 

ow: 

And 

chil-dren  com-ing 

2. 

Put  his  head  in  a water  barrel, 
Put  his  head  in  a water  barrel, 
Put  his  head  in  a water  barrel, 
Early  in  the  morning. 

Ay’  Ay’  up  etc. 

3. 

Stop  his  leave  until  he’s  sober 
Stop  his  leave  until  he’s  sober 
Stop  his  leave  until  he’s  sober 
Early  in  the  morning. 

Ay’  Ay’  up  etc. 

Take  his  boots  off  till  he’s  sober 
Take  his  boots  off  till  he’s  sober 
Take  his  boots  off  till  he’s  sober 
Early  in  the  morning. 

Ay’  A_v’  up  etc. 


5- 

Clink  him  now  until  he’s  sober 
Clink  him  now  until  he’s  sober 
Clink  him  now  until  he’s  sober 
Early  in  the  morning. 

Ay’  Ay’  up  etc. 

6- 

Thrash  him  well,  and  make  him  sober 
Thrash  him  well,  and  make  him  sober 
Thrash  him  well,  and  make  him  sober 
Early  in  the  morning. 

Ay’  Ay’  up  etc.^ 

That’s  what  to  do  with  a drunken  sailor 
That’s  what  to  do  with  a drunken  sailor 
That’s  what  to  do  with  a drunken  sailor 
Early  in  the  morning. 

Ay’  Ay’  up  etc. 


66  tune  uke 
Key  B|> 


b!>  e1>  g c 


Jessie’s  Dream. 


Moderato. 

b\> 


eI> 


Bt 


bI» 


Key  Bkj|S|  1(  |S|  | r ;,i  1 2 , :d  | s,  :-.l|  Is,  :d  r :-.m  Ir  :«  Is,  :d 


rk 
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1.  Far  a-wa’  tae 

2.  sure  - ly  I’m  no 

3.  near-er  still, ’an 


bon-nie  Scotland 
wild-ly  dreamin’ 
near-er  still,  An’ 


Has  my  spi  - rit 
For  I hear  it 


taen  its  flight, 
plain-ly  now- 


now  a- gain’tis“Auld  Lang  Syne”It’s 

t t t 


An’  I saw  my 
Ye  can-not,  ye 
kind-  ly  notes  like 

Jt m. 


El>  Bl>  F7  Bl»  Bl>  D bI>  D 

nri  rm  n~n  mi  n~n  rm  rm  rrn 

rrn  rm  rm  rrn  rm  rm  rm  rm 

t±U  rrrt  rrn.  nri  lUj  u±j  rtp  ttlJ 
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ft  I J J J' 


Mi-ther  spin-nin’ 
nev  - er  heard  it 


In  our  High-land  hame  at  night;  I 
On  the  far  off  mountains  brow: For 


life  bluid  rin,  Rin  through thispuir  sad  heart  o’  mine;  Oh! 


saw  the  kye  a 

in  your  southern  child-hood, Ye  were 

led  - dy  din  - na  swoon  a -wa’ILook 
' 


brows-ing’  My 
ild 
vo 
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slo-gan  — ’Tis  the 
din  o’  war-  Re  - 
High-landers,  The 


fa’.  ’Twas  the 
vain,  For 

save.  Bold 


wild  Mac-gre-gor’s 
high  a-boonthe 
Have-lock  and  his 


grand-est  o’  them 
sounds  the'wel  - come 
brav  - est  o’  the 


a’.  2.  Hark! 
strain  3.An’ 
brave. 
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TONE  UKE. 


Key  C. 


G C E A 


Wait  for  the  Waggon. 


Moderato. 


Key  C.|;s  .s  I d1  .d1  :d  .d  Im  .s  :s  .s  Is  .1  :f  ,s  Im  :s  .s  I 
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1 *)  mf 

1 1.  Will  you 

\ 2.  Where  the 

♦ ♦ * 

come  with  me  my  Phyl-lis  dear;  To 
ri  - ver  runs  like  sil  - ver  And  the 

yon  blue  moun-tains  free.  Where  the 
birds  they  sing  so  sweet  I 
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68  Key  El?. 


Caller  Herrin’. 

Bl>7  El,  E|>7  F 7 Bl-7 


Bl,  El-  G C El,  Bl-7  El,  El,7  F7  Bl>7  El,  Bl>7  Ft 

Key  El?. lid  d : d .d  It  i :d  ,r  In  .1,  :r  .,d  It,  .S|  :1|  .t , Id  d :d  .d  It,  :d  .r 


Wha’ll  buy  cal-ler  her-rin  They’re  bon-nie  fish  and  halesome  far-in’  Buy  my  cal-ler  her  - rin  New 


- - J— — s 

rail.  ^ 

a tempo.  > 

; ..  f . :f  _ p . J - =j 

Dark-ling  as  they  faced  the  bil-lows 


A’  to  fill  our  wo-ven  wil-lows 


Buy  my  cal-ler  her  - ririThey’re 


F 7 Bl-7  El>  ' Bl,  7 Et  El,  Bl»  7 El, 

In  .1,  :r  .,d  lt|  .s,  :1,  .t,  I d .,d  :d  d lt|  :d  .r  I n .J  :r  .,n  Id 


Commence  Verses  2 & 3 at  Fifth  BarT  Finish  Verse  4 without  Chorus 


2.  And  when  the  creel  o’  herrin’  passes, 
Ladies  clad  in  silk  and  laces 
Gather  in  their  braw  pelises, 

Toss  their  heads  and  screw  their.faces. 

Chorus 


3.  Noo  neebour  wives  come  tent  my  tellin’, 
When  the  bonnie  fish  you’re  sellin’ 

At  a word  aye  be  your  dealin’; 

Truth  will  stand  when  a’  things  failin’. 

Chorus 


Tune  LTke.  Key  F. 


G C E A 


The  Toast  Song. 


F F Bl,  F C7  C7 


Fill  our  lives  with  joy  today 
O’er  the  earth  shine  friendships  ray. 


Toast  for  all  Humanity. 
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I am  a Friar  of  Orders  Grey. 


A D Fit  B 

Con  spirito. 


A 7 D 


d : r :m  I r :t  I 1 : s : fe  I s : t I d'  : r' : m'\  r'\  :t  I i : s :l  I s : s I 


2.  Then  after  supper  of  Heav’n  I dream, 

But  that  is  fat  pullets,  and  clouted  cream 
Myself  by  denial,  I fortify, 

With  a good  dainty  bit  of  warden  pie, 

I’m  cloth’d  in  sack  cloth  for  my  sin, 

With  old  sack  wine  l’m  lined  within, 

A chirping  cup  is  my  matin  song, 

And  the  vesper  bell,  is  my  bowl  ding  dong. 
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El;  G C 

Marcia. 
Key  BW. 


Ye  Mariners  of  England. 

lil>  Et>  Bl)  F7  Bl)  F7 
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2.  The  spirits  of  your  fathers, 

Shall  start  from  every  wave, 

For  the  deck  it  was  their  field  of  fame, 
And  ocean  was  their  grave. 

Where  Blake  and  mighty  Nelson  fell, 
Your  manly  hearts  shall  glow, 

As  ye  sweep  through  the  deep, 

While  the  stormy  winds  do  blow, 

While  the  battle  rages  loud  and  long, 
And  the  stormy  winds  do  blow. 


3.  Britannia  needs  no  bulwarks, 

No  towers  along  the  steep, 

Her  march  is  on  the  mountain  wave, 
Her  home  is  on  the  deep. 

With  thunders  from  her  native  oak, 
She  quells  the  floods  below, 

As  they  roar  on  the  shore, 

When  the  stormy  winds  do  blow, 
When  the  battle  rages  loud  and  long, 
And  the  stormy  winds  do  blow. 


TUNE  UKE.  Key  F. 


4.  The  meteor  flag  of  England, 

Shall  yet  terrific  burn, 

Till  danger’s  troubled  night  depart, 

And  the  star  of  peace  return, 

When  then,  ye  ocean  warriors, 

Our  song,  and  feast  shall  flow, 

To  the  fame,  of  your  name, 

When  the  storm  has  ceased  to  blow, 
When  the  fiery  fight  is  heard  no  more, 
And  the  storm  has  ceased  to  blow. 


Oh!  why  left  I my  Hame? 


2.  The  palm  tree  waveth  high,  and  fair  the  myrtle  springs 
And  to  the  Indian  maid  the  bulbul  sweetly  sings; 

But  I dinna  see  the  broom  wi’  its  tassels  on  the  lee 
Nor  hear  the  lintie’s  sangs  o’  my  ain  countrie. 

3.  Oh!  here  no  Sabbath  bell  awakes  the  Sabbath  morn, 

Nor  song  of  reapers  heard  among  the  yellow  corn, 

For  the  tyrant’s  voice  is  here  and  the  wall  of  slaverie, 
But  the  sun  of  freedom  shines  in  my  ain  countrie. 

4.  There’s  a hope  for  every  woe  and  a balm  for  every  pain, 
But  the  first  joys  of  one  heart  come  never  back  again: 
There’s  a track  upon  the  deep,  and  a path  across  the  sea 
But  the  weary  ne’er  return  to  their  ain  countrie. 
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A D F((  B 

Words  by 


THOM.  B.  SHAW. 


The  Road  to  the  Isles. 

(Arise,  Britons  Rise.) 

' Adapted  and  Harmonised  by 

THOM.  B.SHAW. 


Wi(h  bold  marching  rhythm. 
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Our  people  have  travelled  far  in  foreign  lands 
And  have  helped  the  cause  of  all  humanity 
Now  within  our  own  British  peaceful  strands 
We’ll  build  a nation  without  vanity. 

Chorus. 


29  Bottles. 


Each  verse  one  bottle  less)  until  end. 
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Eileen  O’  Grady. 
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2.  Oh  my  old  banjo,  hangs  on  de  wall, 

Cause  it  aint  been  tuned,  since,  way  last  fall 
But  the  darks  all  say,  we  will  hab  a good  time, 
When  we  ride  up  in  de  chariot- in  de  morn. 

Dar’s  old  brudder  Ben  and  sister  Luce, 

They  will  Telegraph  the  news  to  Uncle  Bacco  Juce 
What  a great  camp  meetin’  der  will  be  dat  day 
When  we  ride  up  in  de  chariot  in  de  morn.  Chorus. 

3.  Som  its  goodbye  children,  I will  have  to  go, 

WTiar  de  rain  don  t fall,  or  de  wind  dont  blow, 

And  yer  Ulster  coats,  why  yer  will  not  heed, 

Wben  yer  ride  up  in  de  chariot  in  de  morn. 

But  de  golden  slippers  must  be  neat  and  clean, 

And  yer  age,  must  be  just  sweet  sixteen, 

And  yer  white  kid  gloves,  ye  will  have  to  wear 
When  yer  ride  up  in  de  chariot  in  de  morn.  Chorus. 
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Here’s  to  the  Maiden. 


AD  Fit  B 


Allegretto. 


TUNE  UKE.  Key  Emi. 


AD  F#  B 


2.  My,  father  couldna  work,  my  mither  couldna  spin, 

I toil’d  day  and  night  but  their  bread  I couldna  win 
Auld  Rob  maintain’d  them  baith  and  wi’  tears  in  his  e’en 
Said,  ‘jenny  for  their  sakes  will  ye  no’  marry  me?” 

My  heart  it  said  na  for  I look’d  for  Jimmy  back 
But  the  wind  it  blew  high  and  the  ship  it  was  a wrack 
The  ship  it  was  a wrack  why  didna  Jenny  dee? 

Oh  why  do  I live  to  say,  O wae’s  me. 

3.  My  father  argued  sair,  my  mither  didna  speak, 

But  she  look’d  in  my  face,  till  my  heart  was  like  to  break 
Sae  I gied  to  Rob  my  hand,  tho’  my  heart  was  at  the  sea, 
And  Auld  Robin  Gray  is  gude  man  to  me. 

I hadna  been  a wife,  a week  but  only  four 
When  mournfu’  as  I sat  on  the  stane  at  the  door 
I saw  my  Jimmy’s  gaist,  I couldna  think  it  he, 

Till  he  said  “I’m  come  hame,  my  love  to  marry  thee’.’ 

4.  Oh  sair  did  we  greet,  and  mickle  did  we  say, 

We  took  but  ae  kiss,  and  we  tore  ourselves  away, 

I wish  that  I were  dead,  but  I'm  no  like  to  dee 
Oh  why  do  I live  to  say,  O wae’s  me. 

I gany  like  a gaist,  I care  na  to  spin, 

I darna  think  o’  Jimmy,  for  that  wad  be  a sin, 

But  I will  do  my  best,  a guid  wife  I to  be, 

For  Auld  Robin  Gray  is  a kind  man  to  me. 

The  Laird  o’  Cockpen. 
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want-ed,  a wife  his  braw  house  to  keep,  But 
Cleish’s  ae  dochter  o’  Cla  - ver-sha  Lee,  A 
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4.  He  took  the  grey  mare,  an  rode  ccnnilie, 

An’ rapp’d  at  the  yett  o’  Claversha  Lee; 

Gae  tell  Mistress  Jean  to  come  speedily  ben, 
She’s  wanted  to  speak  wi’  the  Laird  o’  Cockpen. 

5.  Mistress  Jean  she  was  makin’  the  elder- flow’r  wine: 
“An’  what  brings  the  Laird  at  sic  a like  time?” 
She  put  aff  her  apron  an’  on  her  silk  gown, 

Hex  mutch  wi’  red  ribbons,  an’  gaed  awa’  down. 

6. An’  when  she  cam’  ben,  he  bowed  fu’  low; 

An’  what  was  his  errand  he  soon  let  her  know; 
Amazed  was  the  Laird  when  the  lady  said  na; 
An’  wi’  a laigh  curtsie  she  turn’d  awa. 


7. Dumbfounder’d  was  he,  but  nae  sigh  did  he  gie, 

He  mounted  his  mare,  an,  rade  cannalie, 

An’  aften  he  thocht  as  he  gaed  thro’  the  glen, 
She’s  daft  to  refuse  the  Laird  o’  Cockpen. 

8.  An’  noo  that  the  Laird  his  exit  had  made 
Mistress  Jean  she  reflected  on  what  she  had  said; 
Oh,  for  ane  I’ll  get  better,  it’s  waur  I’ll  get  ten, 

I was  daft  to  refuse  the  Laird  o’  Cockpen. 

9. Neisttime  that  the  Laird  and  the  Lady  were  seen, 
They  were  gaun  arm  in  arm  to  the  Kirk  on  the  green, 
Noo  she  sits  in  the  ha’  like  a crouse  tappit  hen. 

But  as  yet  there’s  nae  chickens  appear’d  in  Cockpen- 
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See  the  Conquering  Hero. 
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The  Irish  Emigrant. 

(l’m  sitting  on  the  stile,  Mary.) 


Andante. 
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2.  I’m  very  lonely  now  Mary,  for  the  poor  make  no  new  friends, 

But  oh  they  love  the  better  still,  the  few  our  Father  sends, 

And  you  were  all  I had  Alary,  my  blessing  and  my  pride, 

There’s  nothing  else  to  care  for  now,  since  my  poor  Mary  died, 

I’m  bidding  you  a long  farewell,  my  Mary  kind  and  true, 

But  I’ll  not  forget  you  darlin’  in  the  land  I’m  going  to, 

They  say  there’s  bread  and  work  for  all,  and  the  sun  shines  always  there, 
But  I’ll  ne’er  forget  old  Ireland,  were  it  fifty  times  as  fair, 

Were  it  fifty  times  as  fair. 


Rule,  Britannia ! 
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2.  The  nations  not  so  blest  as  thee 

Must  in  their  turn  to  tyrants  fall; 

While  thou  shalt  flourish,  shalt  flourish  great  and  free, 

The  dread  and  envy  of  them  all . 

Rule  Britanial  etc., 

3.  Still  more  majestic  shalt  rise, 

More  dreadful  from  each  foreign  stroke: 

As  the  loud  blast,  loud  blast  that  tears  the  skies, 

Serves  but  to  root  thy  native  oak . 

Rule  Britanial  etc., 

4.  Thee  haughty  tyrants  ne’er  shall  tame; 

All  their  attempts  to  bend  thee  down 
Will  but  arouse,  arouse  thy  generous  flame 
But  work  their  woe,  and  thy  renown. 

Rule  Britanial  etc., 

5.  The  Muses,  still  with  freedom  found, 

Shall  to  thy  happy  court  repair; 

Blest  Isle!  with  matchless,  with  matchless  beauty  crown’d, 
And  manly  hearts  to  guard  the  fair. 

Rule  Britanial^etc., 
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Auld  Lang  Syne. 

Moderato. 
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We  twa  ha’e  run  about  the  braes, 
And  pu’d  the  gowans  fine, 

We've  wander'd  mony  a weary  foot; 
Sin’  auld  lang  syne.  Refrain. 


And  here’s  a hand  my  trusty  freen’ 
And  gie’s  a hand  o’  thine, 

We’ll  tak’  a right  gude  willy  waught, 
For  auld  lang  syne.  Refrain. 


3. 

We  twa  hae  paidl’t  in  the  burn, 

Frae  morning  sun  till  dine; 

But  seas  between  us  braid  ha’e  roard, 
Sin’  auld  lang  syne.  Refrain. 


5. 

And  surely  ye’ll  be  your  pint  stoup, 
As  surely  I’ll  be  mine, 

And  we’ll  tak’  a cup  o’  kindness  yet, 
For  auld  lang  syne.  Refrain. 


N.  S.  S. 
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God  Save  the  Queen. 


Maestoso. 
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O Lord,  our  God,  arise 
Scatter  her  enemies 

And  make  them  fall. 
Confound  their  politics, 
Frustrate  their  knavish  tricks. 
On  Thee  our  hopes  we  fix, 
God  save  us  all. 

3. 

Thy  choicest  gifts  in  store 
On  her  be  p'eased  to  pour 
Long  may  she  reign! 

May  she  defend  our  laws, 

And  ever  give  us  cause, 

To  sing  with  heart  and  voice 
God  save  the  Queen. 
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